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Part One 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative fantasy. The characters in it may carry 

the names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably as different from 
these depictured there than the sun is from the moon. Their fantasies in the next few lines are entirely my 
own, dreamt up while | probably should have been doing something more useful. But I'd love to share these 


fantasies with you nevertheless. So here we go ... Part One of my very first slash ... 


Love Letter - Part | 


| remember the moment | saw him for the first time as if it had been yesterday. We'd rented a tiny studio in 
the East End, a really run-down place, all seedy cardboard boxes and filthy grey concrete walls. | wasn't really 
too inspired to work on that day. The Samson guys where fooling around on some riffs and | was monkeying 
through the room, trying desperately not to get too bored. By chance | looked out of the window, and there he 
stood, just across the street in a doorway, trying to shelter his cigarette against the nasty London rain. The 
wind howled through the street and sent bits of paper, cigarette boxes and chewing gum wrappers flying over 
the walkway. His cigarette in one hand, the other buried deep into the pocket of his tight blue jeans, he was 
hopping up and down, trying to get warm. | couldn't get my eyes off of him: he was skinny, pasty and waiflike, 


and he looked really cool. 
At that moment, he looked up and saw me standing there, staring down at him. I'll never forget that first look 
he gave me: an amused, shy smile out of the softest blue eyes I'd ever seen, his eyesbrows raised in a slight, 


quizzical frown and that mouth: dear God, if | could only touch these gentle, soft lips, beckoning me, mocking 


me to dare explore the treasure cave they sealed. 

"Hey, Bruce, you're still with us?" 

My guitarists merry voice pulled me out of my reverie. | turned around: 
"Yeah, sure, ready as a hooker in the hay. I'm all yours." 


But | wasn't. From that moment on, my thoughts circled around one task only: to find out who this apparition 
in the doorway was and to claim what his soft red lips had promised. 


When we had at last finished the recording session for the day, | strolled over the street and had a peek into 
the studio next door. A guy with dark curly hair was just putting his bass into the gig bag. | recognized him 
from a gig I'd seen at the Ruskin Arms a few weeks earlier. | knew his name was Steve Harris and that he had 
this band Iron Maiden. They'd struck me as quite good actually, nothing mind-blowing, but certainly above your 
average East End garage band. 


"Ey, there," he said, and smiled. His eyes always gave a little wink when he smiled and spoke. When I'd noticed 
that for the first time in the Ruskin Arms, I'd thought he wanted to give me the come on, but it seemed just 
to be a tick of his. 


"Ehhhh, hehe, yeah. So, how's life .. Arry, right? | see we're next door neighbours, so to speak. | mean, I'm 
recording with Samson, just across the street. Bloody bad weather, ey" 


Damn, had | lost my mind? | was rambling on like an idiot, while Steve just stood there and smiled that damned 
cute smile of his. | wrecked my brain for something witty to say. 


"So .. | take it you've got a new singer? | think | saw him outside, having a cig." 
"What do you mean?" 


Yeah, what do | mean, eh, Arry? | mean, | desperately want you to tell me who this cute piece of ass is that | 
saw. But I'm not gonna tell you that, no way, honey. 


"Well ... so he isn't the new singer. You could use one though, ya know? | mean, not to say anything against 


Paul, but, if you're really asking my opinion ...” 


"WHAT do you want?" 


Before | could think of something to answer, the door behind me opened and someone brushed past my 


shoulder. 


"Listen, sorry, Steve, | think I'll go over that chorus once more, it's just not quite right yet, you know. .... Oh, hi 
there." 


| nearly fainted. There he was, standing barely a foot away from me, smiling with that incredibly sweet frown 
on his face. | made a huge effort and pulled myself together. 


"Hi. Yeah, so, how's life? | think we haven't met, right? I'm Bruce. Singer of Samson, best rock band there ever 


was, at least that's what Sounds will tell you, five years from now. ...” 
Please, sweet angel, say something. Please don't let me make even more a fool of myself. 
"Wow, that's pretty impressive, hm? I'm H" 


H. The sound of his deep, dark voice reverberated in my ears, while the blood kept pumping into my pants. 
Damn, he WAS sexy. 


"Hi, H" 
H. The eighth letter of the alphabet. And, from this day on, my love letter. 


He smiled at me. And that moment | knew, if I'd be singing for that band, that'd be so .. damn, that'd be just 


so cool. 


Part Two 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative fantasy. The characters in it may carry 
the names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably as different from 
these depictured there than the sun is from the moon. Their fantasies in the next few lines are entirely my 


own. So here we go again .. 
Love Letter - Part 2 


Thinking back on my first few weeks in Maiden, | was trying so hard to impress my new-found love, that it 


was almost pathetic. 


He was the most laid-back person I'd ever met. Quiet, good-humoured, ever ready to do you a favour - if 
only you asked. But that was exactly the problem: | did not dare to ask. What could | have said anyway? | wish 


you'd let me touch you? Let me caress your soft skin? Let me fuck you? .... 


H. My love letter. The cutest letter of the alphabet. But | didn't say it. Instead, | found a million excuses to be 
close to him, to lean over his guitar when we worked on a new song. And good-natured as he was, he let me 
poke him in the sides jokingly or tousle his hair, which always seemed to fall into his eyes. He broke my heart 


a million times each day. And then came the day we worked on Gangland. 


He had started playing that riff during a band rehearsal at his place. Outside, it was starting to get dark and 


Steve was the last one to leave, as usual. 

"lim going home. Bruce?" 

"I think I'll work some more on that song. That is, if you feel like it, H" 
"Yeah, sure, why not" 


That was H. Laid-back as ever. And Harry was buggering off. Good. Now was the occasion I'd been waiting for 


so long. It's now or never, Brucey boy. is 


| sat there, tense as a tightrope. The atmosphere was lasciviously laden with damp desire. Fuck, H, DO 
something. PLEASE. At that moment, he looked me straight in the eye and gave me an embarassed little 
lopsided laugh. Then he started toying with his tuning heads. | just wished he'd toy with another head. 


Suddenly, | felt his right hand on my pants. His fingers glided hesitantly, searchingly along the seam of my 
jeans, over my hips, up along the waistline and down over the butt. Then, probingly, they pushed a bit harder. | 
felt myself stiffen, figuratively and literally. | hardly dared to breathe, for fear he'd stop. But he didn't. The 
fingers resumed their searching path down the seam to the spot where my butt touched the chair. My body 


moved of its own will, leaning just a tiny bit forward, just enough to allow these wonderful fingers to explore 


further, to touch the fabric over that tenderest of spots just behind the root of the penis. By this time, | 
was so hard, | could feel the pulse throbbing in my shaft. 


The room seemed to recede, until there was nothing left around me save my aching, hot body and those 


heavenly fingertips, touching, caressing, moving ever more slowly, ever more intensely. 


Just when | thought | could no longer bear the tension, his slender body glided in one graceful motion down to 
the floor, and there he was, kneeling between my legs, his hands moving eagerly up my knees, my legs, up, up, 
all the way up to the bulge in my pants. The bulge that screamed out to him that | wanted him just as much 
as he wanted me. 


His fingers stopped moving. He looked up at me, a shy, boyish smile under his frowning mop of hair. 
"Bruce?" 
"Hm?" 


My eyes were pleading him. Pleading him not to speak, not to break that magic moment with base words, 
words that could never in a million years convey as much feeling as his soft, sensitive eyes conveyed to me in 
this eternal instant. | let myself drown in these eyes, sink deeper, ever deeper, while the side of his right hand 
glided teasingly up my zipper, and then down again. The sound of the jeans unzipping filled out my whole 
universe while the blood pulsated ever faster in my ears. When the pants finally opened, | felt for a second a 
disappointing release of tension, a highly unwanted freedom. But it barely lasted the fraction of an instant, then 
his strong, slender fingers seized my shaft and started to stroke gently up and down .. 


"Bruce? Are you ok?" 


"Hm?" With a start | woke out of my daydreaming. Adrian was crouching in front of me, looking rather 


concerned. 


"Are you alright? Why don't you answer me? Your face is all hot. You seem a bit feverish." His soft fingers 
gently caressed my hot cheek. | burned with suppressed excitement and shame and got up quickly. 


"Ehh, hehe, | think I'd better go now. Its getting late already. Look, that song is great, why don't you work on it 


a bit more with Clive. Okeydoke, see ya tomorrow." 


| could literally feel Adrian's baffled look burning in my back as | fled out the door. Oh, fuck, H, just why don't 
you understand how much | want you. Why? WHY? 


Part Three 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative mind. The characters in it may carry the 
names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably as different from these 


depictured there than the sun is from the moon So take it as the fantasy it is and enjoy. Life's too short. 


Love Letter - Part 3 


| was so pissed. City of Angels, my ass. The moment | got out of the plane, the heat had hit me like a blow in 
the chest. This stinking, noisy rathole was nothing better than hell. But that wasn't even the main reason why | 


was in such a bad mood. 


Actually, my first tour with Iron Maiden had started on an amazingly good footing. Every evening that we went 
on stage, we turned the halls and arenas of Europe into a stampeding, roaring, steaming madhouse. The fans 
adored us, and | adored them. When | ran over the stage, the intensity of our music gave me an adrenaline 
rush like | had never felt before. For the first time in my life, | felt | truly belonged somewhere. And when we 
finally ran off the stage, back to the tourbus, the booze and the eagerly waiting groupies, | never failed to 
catch Adrian's eye. Then he would laugh his deep, guttural laugh and raise his eyebrows in a happy, 
embarrassed smile until the whole of his face was just one sublime image of ethereal beauty. He would stand 
there, a fag in the one hand, a can of beer in the other, and | would just look at him, burning with the itch to 
reach out and touch his face, his body, his soul. But soon, inevitably, he would scramble off into his bunk with 
a mindless, giggling groupie. A soulless creature with bleached blonde hair, fake boobs and a fuck-me-outfit. A 
girl who did not even begin to suspect how lucky she was. The sounds that came out of the bunk never failed 
to enrage me. How dare these bimbos profane Adrian's angelic sweet body with their blood-red mouths and 
long talons, their cheap perfume and stinking hairspray? But | never failed to wreak my revenge on them. 
Because if you were a groupie and got into the Iron Maiden tourbus, you were supposed to be flexible. One for 
all, and all for one. We were the five musketeers and our swords were ever ready. Sex, sex, sex. That was the 


true number of the Beast on the Road. 


But as | said before, this day just sucked. We had arrived at LAX in the early morning, after a twelve-hour- 
flight from London which had left us all tired, crumpled and grumpy. And then Davey had come up the 
wonderful idea to spend the day on the beach, to check out the Valley chicks and get a tan Damn blondie, as if 
my dick wasn't still red-raw from our stint in London last night. | lay there laying in the hot sand and stared 
with a bored look at the long-legged, athletic beach bunnies parading by. At that moment, a sweet voice came 
into my head. 


"Hey, Bruce, feel like a swim?" 
| looked up. Adrian was standing there, his light brown locks falling teasingly into his eyes, merely clad in blue 


swimming-shorts with a red sunset on the side. A ridiculous outfit really, but | didn't care. Those shorts were 


where | wanted to be. Fucking lucky piece of cloth. 


"Yeah, sure, l'm coming. Let's see who's in the water first." 


We darted off like kids, elbowing the American sun-worshippers out of the way. | grabbed Adrian's hand and 
pulled him with me, faster, faster across the beach, our feet flying over the hot sand, our eyes sparkling and 
my long mane flying in the breeze. My bad mood was gone, | was just so happy to be close to my love. When 
we reached the water, we threw ourselves into the sea and let the waves wash over us. [hen we started 
splashing water into each other's face. Adrian jumped on my back and playfully tried to push my head under 
the water. | resisted for a moment, then | held on tight to his legs around my chest and let him push my face 
into the waves. In an instant, all noise around me was blended out: All | felt was the soft embrace of the 
Pacific Ocean and Adrian's strong, slender legs wrapped tightly around me, his belly pushing against my back 
and his face nuzzling in my neck. | held my breath as long as | possibly could. The gentle surf of the water 
against my body and the mounting lack of oxygen intensified my arousal until | was dizzy with sweet pain. | felt 


like | was losing consciousness, but still | could not bring myself to break the spell of that magic moment. 


"Damn, Bruce, I've never met anyone who could hold their breath for so long" Adrian had finally struggled free 
from my grasp and hopped off my back He laughed at me with an admiring look on his face. | shook myself like 
a wet dog to get the long hair out of the face and to regain my senses. | felt his hand on my shoulder, gentle 
and yet firm. His touch sent electric impulses through my body right down into my crotch. | stopped moving 
and again held my breath. 


"I'd go for an ice-cream. Want one too?" 


| exhaled and relaxed. Adrian's laughing face was only inches away from mine. | noticed some tiny red zits on 


his chin, a little rash where he had shaved this morning in the airport lavatories. 
"Ice-cream sounds great. D'you think they have strawberry flavour?" 


Side by side we walked to the ice-cream vendor on the boardwalk. Adrian's warm, wet arm brushed gently 
against my naked shoulder. | felt strong, happy and alive. | might not yet have conquered my love, but | 
savoured every second that | spent at his side. | decided then and there to stop worrying about what he might 
think of me, or whether | was making a fool of myself. We were young, reckless and our ascent to fame und 


fortune seemed unstoppable. For the first time in my life, | felt Piece of Mind. 


A few hours later, the arena was packed with sweating, roaring bodies that headbanged to the sound of our 
music. | ran over the stage, leaped across cables and props and relished this vast throbbing mass of human 
ecstasy that undulated before my sparkling eyes. Then | took a deep breath, filled my lungs with the hot 


Californian air and roared into my audience. "Scream for me, Long Beach!" 


And they did. 


Part Four 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative mind. The characters in it may carry the 
names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably as different from these 
depictured there than the sun is from the moon So take it as the fantasy it is and enjoy. Life's too short. 


Love Letter - Part Four 


The thing | loved most about being in Maiden was that this band just constantly seemed to be either on tour 
or working on a new project. There was always an excuse to be around my baby: either we were hanging out 
in a studio, working on new songs, or we went on neverending tours, driving around the continent for weeks on 
end. We'd play a gig, then hop back into our small tourbus, drive to the next town, play another gig and it was 
back on the bus again. Mostly either Steve or Dave were driving, while Clive had his head hanging out the 
window, puking his guts out. That guy was just so loaded, 24/7, it was unbelievable. Then after the Beast on 
the Road tour, Nicko replaced Clive and he had at least the stomach to keep the liquid in. And there was of 
course Adrian, my H, sitting in the back, squeezed in between me and the drummer. Sometimes he would just 
doze off, his mop of light brown hair buried in my lap, his small fists sleepily groping my jeans. | loved these 
moments. | could sit there for hours on end and watch him sleep, his soft, pink lips slightly parted, a pearl of 
spittle slowly dropping down on my shirt. At such times, | dared not make a single move for fear he would 


wake and sit up. Outside, the countryside sped by, but inside the bus, | only had eyes for H. My love letter. 
Of course | noticed Steve's inquisitive looks in the rear view mirror, but | simply ignored them. Steve wasn't 
one for making unwanted comments about things that were none of his business, and | certainly did not 
encourage him to breach the subject. 

"Bruce? I'd appreciate if you could take the driver's seat for a while.” 

Damn! Did | just say he was minding his own business? A smelly fuck he was! Jealous git. 


"Ehhh, | don't really wanna wake up H. He hasn't had too much sleep tonight." 


"So? Neither has anyone else of us. My butt is killing me, | have to get out and stretch my legs." With that he 
pulled off the highway and into the parking area of a gas station Jeez! What a spoilsport: 


When the bus jerked to a halt, H rubbed his head sleeply against my belly, mumbled something 


incomprehensible into my crotch, gave a heartfelt yawn and sat up. "Are we in Munich yet?" 


"Not exactly. To be very precise, we're at the back of a gas station, at the outskirts of a town that has more 
CHs in it than a sore throat, and, in case you wanted to ask: no, we do not need to get gas. Looks like our 


bassist just needs to LET gas." 


H didn't reply. Drunken with sleep, he dreamily rubbed his eyes and pulled funny faces. | could have raped him 
right there. | tried to imagine his reaction if | was to jump on him now, surprised at first, but then eagerly 
giving in, rubbing his soft, warm chest against my hairy one, his breath in my neck, his heart beating ever 
faster. 


"| need to pee." 


| didn't move. He pulled his eyebrows up and gave me a quizzical look. "Bruce? Can you get out, please? | gotta 


take a piss." 


Reluctantly, | opened the back door and got out of the car. A light spring rain was drizzling down, and the air 
smelled of gasoline and wet tarmac. | watched H stroll over to the toilets. He swung his hips in one languid, fluid 
move to the side to dodge a car that was pulling up to the pump station at low speed. God, that guy had such 
a tight little ass. Sooo tight. 


All of a sudden, | had the very physical sensation of someone watching me. | turned round and saw Arry 
standing there, gazing very intently, his eyes moving back and forth between H and me without moving his 
head. 

| gave him a challenging look. "Yesss?" 

He just gave a little shrug and smiled that enigmatic tense smile of his. "What?" 

"You look as if you wanted to say something?" 


"No. 


"Ok" Yeah. Ok. Damn communicative as always, ey, Arry? Well, it aint my fault if H naps off in my lap. After 
all, | wasn't exactly pulling him down. Well, maybe | sort of was, but still. Wasn't any of his bloody business. 


"So, are you going to drive for a while?" 
He just didn't get it, did he? What did he take me for, a bloody chauffeur? What was this, Driving Miss Arry? 


But rescue was on the way, from a quite unexpected side. "I can drive, Arry, no problem. | love driving on the 
Autobahn, no speed limit, that's cool." Hey, who ever said blondes could do nothing but suck? Muchas gracias, 


Davey! 


Arry shot me stern look (which | ignored) and got into the passenger's seat. Nicko was already sitting in the 
back, head propped against the left window, snoring loudly. | clambered into my seat to the right and watched H 
leisurely strolling back towards us, left hand buried deep into the pocket of his tight jeans, right hand casually 


holding a fag. | had never seen anyone who looked so sexy. 


When he arrived at the bus, he took a last long drag on his cig, flicked it to the ground and looked up at me. | 
busied myself with inspecting a bugger that kept peeping out of Nicko's left nostril each time he exhaled. Very 
interesting indeed. | just ignored H, who was probably wondering how the hell he was supposed to get into the 


car. 


In retrospect, | must admit | was very astonished about what he did then. | had expected him to ask me to 
move over, or to get out and let him climb in first. Instead, | felt all of a sudden an unexpected weight on my 
lap. H had put his left foot between my legs and heaved himself into the tight space between Arry's front 
seat and me. For a short moment, he was sitting with this outrageously cute butt of his on my lap, his right 
foot clambering to get into the bus, his back pushing heavily against my chest. | instantly felt myself get hard. 
| sharply sucked in the air and savoured Adrian's musky body-odour tingling my nostrils. My right foot moved 
imperceptibly to the side, leaving him less space to put his own foot in. | felt his leg muscles tighten while he 
tried to steady himself without sitting all the way down. Of course he failed His ass pushed heavily into my 
crotch, while he pulled his right foot in When he shifted his weight unto his right buttock to turn and close 
the door, the friction of the jeans fabric against my erection made my stomach muscles jerk forward. My 
chest and abdomen pushed into Adrian's back, forcing his butt even deeper into my lap. | cunningly lifted my 
left knee a few inches. Adrian now had to lift his left leq real high to clamber into the middle seat of the bus. 
This gained me a few seconds of his ravishingly male presence, before he was at last able to heave his ass off 


my lap. With a grunt, he let himself fall into his seat. 

"Have you finished with that kid's play? Can we drive now?" 

Yes, Mummy, all's pudding and pie. 

| was just about to give Sergeant Harris a bitchy retort, when my glance fell on Adrian's pants. My mouth 


slowly opened of its own accord, but no sound came out. | felt the pulse starting to throb in my penis once 
again. Adrian had a hard-on. 


Part Five 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative mind. The characters in it may carry the 
names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably as different from the 
ones depictured here than the sun is from the moon. This fiction says more about me than about the Maiden 
guys, so, please, do not take offense at it. Bruce may not ever have had such feelings, but to be honest, it's 


just sooo wonderful to imagine them. 


Love Letter - Part Five 


Ok, so maybe he hadn't had one. It sure had looked like it at first glance, though. But of course Adrian always 
wore those unbelievably tight jeans. Boy, just thinking about it made me cringe with pain. | imagine it must hurt 
like hell to have one's balls squeezed up like that. 


We made the rest of the way to Munich without any further incidents. After half an hour, Adrian had 
snuggled up again in his favourite position on my lap and was sleeping like the angel he was. Safe from Steve's 
inquisitive glances (hehe, that's what happens if you take the passenger seat instead of doing the driving 
yourself, Arry. Can't peep on your bandmates in the rearview-mirror!), | gently brushed my knuckles over 
Adrian's smooth, pale cheek. There was barely a hint of soft stubble on his chin. His light brown locks teased 
the long dark lashes on his left eyelid. | carefully pushed a strand of hair back behind his ear and lingered just 
a moment on the soft skin of his earlobe. My eyes took in every inch of his boyishly innocent face. The jugular 
vein was pulsating on his slender neck, a pale violet Nile meandering its way through a fertile, promising land, 
each region beckoning me to explore its virgin secrets. If | had had to die right there, I'd have died a happy 


man. 


By the time Dave pulled into the underground garage of the Munich rockarena, | had taken a decision | could go 
on drooling about H forever, or | could take matters in my own hands and convince my love that | not only 


knew how to make a guy sweaty and screaming for me on stage. And Munich - beer capital of the world - 


was exactly the right city to do that. 


We didn't have a gig to play tonight, so Nicko's suggestion to have a wee nightcap in a Bavarian beer-garden 
was met with general approval. Steve preferred to stay back in the van though, he was reading up on his 
Coleridge as usual in these days. | always wondered that he didn't know the Rime of the Ancient Mariner by 
heart yet. | was suspecting him to brood over a new epic song. He usually was, when he was dragging a book 
along for such a long time as this. | didn't really care though. In fact, | was quite happy when he declined to join 
our party. Getting rid of Nicko and blondie would be a piece of cake, they'd be hanging on some Gretchen's skirt 


soon enough. So we all set out for a night out in town. 


Three hours later, Nicko, H and | were sitting on a bench under a tree in a beergarden, each of us having a 
huge beer stein in front of him. Nicko and H were firing Dave on, who tried to impress two giggling students 
with his air-guitar skills. The girls' skirts and top were so minimalistic that | wondered why they'd even 


bothered to dress in the first place. Blondie made a particularily silly demonstration of air-guitar-teeth-playing 
and the girls pulled their shirts even lower. | watched them with interest, expecting their boobies to fall out 
any minute. Nicko clapped in his hands, jumped up and joined Dave for a jig-dance on the girls’ table. The other 
guests looked on in amazement. | hoped that a media guy was present. This just might get Maiden a new 


headline on the rock mags. There's no business like show-business! 
Adrian leaned his head on my shoulder and let out a deep, drunken laugh. 
"Boy, these two are sooo pissed." 


Yeah, and so are you my love. | leaned my head on his brown locks and inhaled the sweet odour of his kiwi 
shampoo. Who on earth had invented fruit-scented shampoo anyway? That guy deserved a session in the Iron 
Maiden, in my opinion Adrian bowed his head and lit another cigarette. After a long drag, he had to suppress a 
cute little hiccup and nuzzled his nose into my armpit. My left hand glided over the wooden bench until it found 
Adrian's jeans. My fingertips touched the denim and tingled with excitement. | slowly crawled higher, up on his 
leg. Adrian lifted his head to take another drag on his cigarette. My hand stopped moving. Then he leaned back 
down on my shoulder and gently nudged me with his nose. If that wasn't an invitation to go on, | didn't know 
what was. My hand resumed its quest up his jeans. My fingertips moved into the warm fold on the inside of 
his legs. | gave a little squeeze, just to test his reaction 


"hhhmmm." 


Encouraging. My fingers probed deeper into the fold. At the same time, my hand pushed slowly higher, until 
the back of it touched his crotch. | could feel the metallic cold of his zipper and gently moved my wrist back 
and forth against it. Adrian's ass lifted slightly, so that his penis pressed harder against my hand. His shoulder 
rubbed against my chest, his breath was warm and deep on my shoulder. | buried my mouth in his locks and 


murmed in his ear. "Wanna leave, honey?" 
"Hm? ... Mhm." 


He nodded ever so lightly. | got up and pulled him up along with me. | slung his right arm over my shoulder and 
steadied him with my hand on his back. He bumped into the table-edge and almost fell over his own feet, but | 
managed to drag him out of the beer-garden without raising too much attention. Nicko and Dave were so busy 


hitting on the girls, | don't even think they noticed us leaving. 


On the sidewalk, | took a deep breath of fresh cool night-air. It was much cooler out here on the deserted 
street than among the crowd of cheerfully drinking pub-goers. Adrian still hung on my arm, his head lolling 
ever deeper on my chest. For a second | wondered whether he intended to get down on me right here in the 
street. | did not think I'd hold him back if he tried. All of a sudden, | felt Adrian's belly-muscles constrict in a 
series of hard spasms. His throat let out a deep, retching sound and before | even realized what was 
happening, my shirt, my pants and Adrian's hair were full of dark, warm vomit. | tried to brush his hear back, 
but it was no good. Deprived of my supporting arm, he swayed and let himself fall down on his knees, his hands 
grabbing into the stinking puddle he'd just produced. | looked down on him and my heart fell. | wasn't sure 


whether | felt sorrier for him or for me. He looked so helpless, so utterly confused and sad, it almost brought 
tears to my eyes. | put a hand on his shoulder and stroked his neck. 


"C'mon, H, I'll get you back into the bus." 
| gently pulled him to his feet and propped him against me. He buried his face in my neck and mumbled a foul- 


smelling "thank you". | gave him a soft kiss on his icy cheek and heaved a resigned little sigh. Then | braced 


myself for a long and heavy walk home. 


Part Six 


DISCLAIMER: This story is entirely the work of my overimaginative mind. The characters in it may carry the 
names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably (and unfortunately) not 
at all like the ones | describe here. | mean no harm and only wish to entertain, so, please, enjoy this bit of 


innocent friction fiction. 
Part Six 


After the desaster in the beergarden, | tried to avoid H as best as | could. Not that that was easy. In the 
close confines of a tourbus, you can't really help tumbling over each other, and the endless drives with Nicko, 
H and me cramped together in the backseat weren't exactly helpful either. After a great gig, with the fans stil 
chanting "Maiden, Maiden’ in the arena, he'd come over to me, his eyes laughing with happy exhaustion, and 
he'd sling his arm over my shoulder, his whole body one single tempting, tantalizing source of testosterone. But 
it never went any further. He'd smile, he'd laugh, he'd get me all hot and dripping for him, and then he'd turn 


away as if nothing had ever happened. It drove me crazy. 


If there's one thing | hate, it's being cockteased. I'd never have that with a groupie. If a girl was foolish enough 
to turn me on, she'd better have her jaws oiled and her belly muscles working, ‘cause this rockstar was having 
his kicks first and only asked questions later - if he wasn't too tired later on to be bothered, that is. But with 
H, it was just a different story. So | suffered on in silence, hoping for the tour to end, to get a grip on myself 
again. | started ticking off the remaining tour dates in my mental calendar: three more shows, two more 


shows, and, finally, the last show of the Word Piece tour in Amsterdam, Holland. 


The gig had been a complete success as usual, and we decided to celebrate the end of the tour with a 
pubcrawl through Amsterdam's infamous Redlight District. When we left the fourth pub, a raucous haunt 
which for some unfathomable reason was called the Blue Dick, we were giggling like teenage girls over the 
window displays of a sex shop. We'd lost Nicko a while ago somewhere in the Keizersgracht, mooning over a 
scanty-clad demoiselle. Steve started relating an extremely complicated story about a hooker he'd once met in 
an American bookshop in Kalverstraat, who had kept his knickers as a keepsake, or some such nonsense. In any 
case, he seemed determined to find that chick tonight and off he slugged, with Blondie in tow. All of a sudden | 
found myself alone with H, in a dark alley of the Dutch capital. | noticed for the first time how quiet it was. 
From somewhere down the street, the faint smell of hash and the deep bass-rumble of a reggae song drifted 
up to us, but apart from that, an eerie stillness hung in the air. Time seemed to stand still, while Fate decided 


on her next move. 
"Feel like a smoke?" 


It took me a moment to understand what he meant. H knew | didn't smoke. It was bad for my vocal chords, and 
anyway, the coupla times | had tried it, it had made me dizzy and irritated. | might love a good ride, but | sure 
wasn't a Marlboro man. But when | followed Adrian's gaze down the alley to the little reggae bar, | realized he 


was talking of a joint. What the heck, why not. After all, this was the last night of the tour and we were 


already pissed, so why not get stoned as well. 


| slung my arm over his shoulder and we squeezed into the smoking den. The air was thick and stifling, the 
music so loud that the floor vibrated under our feet. We found a little table in a corner and H went over to 
organize some booze and a smoke. He soon returned with a mischievous little grin on his boyish face, like the 
kid who has stolen mummy's fags and snuggles up in his treehouse to take his first, forbidden drag. | watched 
his long, slender fingers crumble up the dope, carefully mix it with the tobacco and then roll the paper. He 
brought the joint up to his lips and | stared mesmerized as his moist, pink tongue licked along the edge of the 
paper. | couldn't take my eyes off his soft, sensuous lips while he rummaged in his pockets for his lighter. 
When he found it at last, his lips parted ever so slightly to let in the joint, his thumb flicked at the lighter and 


his long eyelashes closed partly over dreamy blue eyes while he inhaled deeply. 


Never has a scene be more laden with eroticism. Waves of pleasure tingled up and down my spine and | 
realised that the tip of my tongue had started caressing the palate just behind my upper front teeth. Adrian 


gave my a friendly wink. 
"This is good stuff. Wanna try?" 


| took the joint from him, and his calloused brown fingertips brushed against the back of my hand. | felt a 
single, hard throb in my pants, my dick straining against the fabric of my jeans. Adrian cupped his beer, 
caressing the smooth, cold glass with his right thumb. His golden locks tumbled across his forehead, teasing his 
eyes. He seemed not to notice, and kept moving his thumb back and forth across the curve of the glass. It 


was mesmerizing. 


Without lifting his head, he looked up. His soft, gentle eyes scanned my face. All of a sudden he seemed so 
vulnerable, so young and so very innocent. His eyes sought mine, they seemed to plead with me, to beg for me 


to say something, to take some initiative, to dare to ask what he did not even dare to think. 


| handed the joint back to him without taking a drag. When he leaned over the table to take it, | tenderly 
brushed my knuckles over his soft cheek. He didn't move, but his lips parted ever so slightly and his eyes 
continued to stare into mine. My thumb grazed his mouth, his front teeth, the moist tip of his tongue. His lips 
parted yet a tiny bit more and let escape a low throaty moan My dick started to throb at a faster pace. | 
felt my tongue flicking harder across my palate, anticipating the rough feeling of his penis in my mouth. My 


fingers closed over his knuckles. 


"Come on," | said. 


Part Seven 
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names of the Iron Maiden band members, but their real-life personalities are probably (and unfortunately) not 
at all like the ones | describe here. | mean no harm and only wish to entertain, so, please, enjoy this bit of 


innocent friction fiction. 


Part Seven 


| had no idea where | wanted us to go. The tourbus wasn't an option - one of our three bandmates was bound 
to blunder in at the worst possible moment. My mind was working feverishly. | wanted Adrian so badly, but | 
also wanted this to be right. And a seedy Amsterdam back-alley was definitely NOT right. Or so | thought. 


We had been walking in silence for about a minute. | was holding his hand in a tight grip for fear that he would 
change his mind, when | felt his shoulder push me into a narrow, dark side-way. The place was little more than 
a backyard to the adjacent apartment-buildings. The walls on all three sides were so high that | could barely 


make out the shape of a man-high rubbish container, looming next to a barred-up back-entrance. 


Adrian rubbed his head against my shoulder and for a moment | was seized with the fear that he might yet 
again be too drunk for this to work. But when | turned my head, he looked up and a feeling of intense joy 
washed over me. Our faces were only inches apart and the litle light there was made his eyes sparkle dark 
and daring. | smelled the dope on his breath when | bowed nearer and my lips touched his. He did not flinch 
away, but stood very still, his lips slighty parted, soft and inviting. My mouth pressed harder onto his. My 
Tongue found the warm, moist entrance, hesitatingly grazed along his upper front teeth and played around his 


tongue, gently at first, but soon hard and demanding. 


Adrian's body leant against mine, his soft hair playing in my face, his cute little nose nudging into my cheek, his 
pliable, warm belly rubbing against my hot chest. My hand reached out and found the bulge in his pants, 
harder and bigger than | had imagined. | closed my eyes and let the waves of pleasure wash over me, 
forgetting where | was, what | was, my hand rhythmically rubbing against Adrian's jeans, up and down, up and 


down, up and down. 


Adrian uttered a low, deep moan into my mouth, a sound so full of abandon and sexuality, it drove me crazy. | 
started to fumble with his zipper, hastily opening his jeans button and pushing my hand deep into the warm, 
hairy intimacy of his underpants. | found his cock and took hold of it, amazed again at how big it was. With my 
left hand | gently pushed him back against the wall, my fingertips wandering over his chest, lightly teasing his 
nipples, his ribs, his belly-button. All the while, my right hand kept stroking his penis, a hard monotonous 
rhythm, dictated by base, primeval instincts. 


Then | released my hold on his dick, my hands glided over his wonderful, slender hips and | pushed his jeans 


down. His underpants followed, while | dropped down on my knees in front of my lover. | inhaled the musky, 


warm scent of his body and rubbed my lips lovingly against his balls. | wanted so badly to feel him inside my 
mouth. My tongue licked up his shaft, savouring the salty taste of his dick, getting it wet and ready for my 
love embrace. High above me, | heard my lover's arousing groan and then | felt his strong hands on my 
shoulders, lasciviously grabbing and stroking the fabric of my shirt. | closed my eyes and with a moaning sigh | 
started to suck. 


Never had anything felt so good. Every taste-bud on my tongue, every drop of saliva in my mouth longed to 
taste him, to feel his warm, throbbing skin, to engulf the essence of all that was good and pure and holy. | felt 
Adrian's hand on the back of my head, gentle but firm, pushing me ever deeper. | did not need much prodding. 
My head worked rhythmically back and forth, my tongue massaging and sucking, my fingers frantically 
grabbing his hips, his butt, his whole amazing, manly body. 


| don't know if you can understand what | felt at these ethereal moments. Its not like | was really thinking 
about what | was doing, | was way too aroused for that. My whole body seemed to be on fire, focused solely 
on this one, all-important task: to make my lover happier than he had ever been before, to arouse him, excite 
him, fulfill him as much as any man could ever hope to be fulfilled As | said, | wasn't really thinking at that 
moment. But | was feeling, feeling more intensely than | had ever felt in my whole life. And all my feelings were 


for Adrian. 


When he came in my throat, | savoured the salty taste of it on the back of my tongue before | swallowed it. | 
was amazed at how naturally my mouth accepted this new substance. | had been anxious about this before, 
wondering how | would react, whether | would gag and choke, revolt against this most intimate body fluid. But 
nothing like that had happened. I'd relished Adrian's cum just like | had relished everything else about our first 
intimate encounter. At that moment | knew there was nothing in the world that | would not let Adrian do to 


me. 


Adrian started to fumble for his jeans that had slipped down onto his sneakers. | slowly got up and rubbed my 
head against his chest. He was almost a head taller than me and | fit easily into his shoulder. | felt so safe, so 


warm and happy. Also, | still felt very much aroused, but | was confident that my lover would soon remedy to 


that. And he did. Just unfortunately not the way | expected. 
"Damn dope. | think we'd better go." 


Adrian pushed his back off the wall, his hands firmly shoving my body away from his. At first | thought | had 
misunderstood. Was he saying he wanted to go to a hotel? | just stood there and looked at him as he fumbled 
in his pockets for a fag. He lit his cigarette and shoved his hair out of his eyes with an embarassed hand- 


move. He gave a little laugh, that one definitely also embarassed and stepped out of our little love-alcove. 
"Bruce. .. Look... Hm. ." 
| felt all the excitement and happiness drain out of my body, leaving only a dark, empty hole in its place. What? 


What did he expect me to say? That! was sorry? That it never happened? A knot was building up in my chest 


and | felt tears coming to my eyes. 


He turned around and gave me that inimitable look of his. So vulnerable, so young and so very innocent. Again 
his eyes pleaded with me. But this time, they asked for something different, and | was damned if | wanted to 
give it to him. 


| looked him straight in the eye, proud and defiant. Damn, H. | might not be innocent, but I'm just as vulnerable 
as you. But that is one thing that | will never, ever admit to you. Not to you, nor to anyone else. 


| stepped past him and started walking along the alley, towards the lights and traffic noises of Damrak. And 
with an ache in my heart, | realized that for me, Piece of Mind had truly ended this evening. 


Part Eight 


Disclaimer: As always, this is just a story. Fictional, never happened, unfortunately never will happen. | mean no 


harm, and all | want to get out of it is the pleasure of telling a really sexy story. Please enjoy. 


Part eight 


| don't really want to talk about the rest of that miserable night. | walked through the streets of Amsterdam 
with no aim or purpose in my shame-ridden mind. When | at last plugged up the courage to go back to our 
tour bus, the sun was already glowing red on the horizon. Nicko was snoring happily in his bunk and Steve and 
Dave at least pretended to be asleep. When | crawled under my blanket, | caught a glimpse of H, curled up in 
his bunk, watching me sheepishly from under his brown mop of hair. He gave me a short apologetic look, then 
turned around and snuggled deeper into his pillow. Soon, | heard deep, regular breathing from his side. | still lay 
awake for a long time, my sad, unseeing eyes staring blindly at his turned back 


| was really glad the tour was over. During the next weeks, | didn't see too much of the other guys. | took up 
fencing again and the glorious flash of the blade, the smell of resined leather and the steely iron mask took 
away my worries and pain. Soon, | felt secure enough to contemplate a meeting with Adrian. | decided to call 
him up to work on some songs. We'd taken up writing songs together during the Beast on the Road tour and it 
had worked really well. Adrian is so meticulous and conscientious in everything he does, while | just love to 
throw stuff at the wall, and the combination of both our temperaments sparked off pure brilliance. Adrian 
agreed to come to my place to work on this song idea I'd had. Actually, | didn't have any yet, but Fulham isn't 
that close to Chiswick, so by the time he'd hopped into the tube and got to my house, | had a couple of 


melodies and lyric lines ready. 
"Hey". 


Fuck, I'd forgotten how good he looked. Guitar in hand, eternally unbuttoned shirt hanging loosely over his 
smooth, flat chest, his hair in a tangle of ruffled sex-appeal. Every square inch of his body oozed the most 


tempting pheromones. Five weeks of fencing my ass off went to hell with one look into his sweet boyish face. 


"Hey, H. Come in. Ehehe, mind the sign at the door: beggars and lose women have to stay outside, but single 
letters are allowed in. .. Okeydoke, up the stairs, into the dragor's lairs. Just a manner of speaking, of course. I'l 


just get us a drink, ok?" 
| flew into the kitchen and leant my back against the closed door. Pewh! Breaaaathe easy, Brucey. It's just a 
man, nothing you can't handle. Just behave normal. As in: no-more-than-200-words-per-minute-normal. ... | 


felt a knock on the kitchen door in my back. 


"Hhmm, Bruce?" 


"Yes?" 
"Can | come in?" 
"Why?" 


Did | just ask why? | turned around and opened the door. There he was, standing before me, quite baffled. | 


gave a nervous litte laugh. 


"Sure you can come in. Suit yourself. My home is your castle. Wanna beer?" Talk slow-ly. Shift down a few 


gears, Brucey. 


"Beer sounds great" Adrian looked around my messed-up kitchen and started banging a tattoo on the worktop. | 
got two cans of beer out of the fridge and walked over to him. 


"Can you stop that, please?" 


"Huh?" He gave me one of his faithful-little-dog looks, but at least he stopped tapping. Boy, he was just as 


nervous as me. 
"Hm, look, Bruce .." 

Unbeatable communication skills. "Yeah?" Not that mine were any better. 

"About Amsterdam." 

Fuck! "Let's forget that, ok? | was drunk" Not as drunk as | wish | were now, though. 
"| thought it was pretty good" 


Scuse-me? Did he just say what he just said? Ok, now don't fuck this up, Bruce. Think. With your upper head, 
preferably. 


"Didn't you?" 


Damn, his orator skills are improving by the second. Quite unexpected, this turn of events. Maybe NOW's the 


time to say something really sexy and encouraging, something ... 


All of sudden, | felt his fingers playing with my shirt buttons. Ok, maybe now's the time to just say nothing at 
all. | stood stock-still, my heart hammering against my chest, while Adrian busied himself with my buttons. His 
head was bent down, | couldn't see his expression, as his face was yet again obscured by his hair. Soft, brown 
locks. My right hand tenderly brushed a strand back over his ear. He kept his gaze down My left hand 
caressed his flushed cheek. So soft. So warm. My thumb traced the tender flesh under his eyes, the velvety 


bow of his long lashes. It moved down over his cheekbone, along the jaw, up the soft curve of his chin onto 
irresistibly inviting moist lips. | pushed my thumb gently in. Ohh yes. The tip of his tongue played around my 


short-clipped nail, over my fingertip. His mouth gave out a warm, sucking sound. Sooo good. 


| rubbed my shirt against his naked chest. The bulge in my jeans moved back and forth against his belly- 
button. His head was still lowered, but he now leaned against my shoulder, moving ever so languidly in 


lascivious surrender. Ohh yes. Sooo good. 


| pushed harder against his body, my pelvis rubbing rhythmically up and down. | closed my eyes. My parted lips 
brushed against Adrian's ear, searching and finding the tender flesh of his lobe, teasing, licking, sucking. So 


arousing. So very good. So very .. 


The harsh ring of the door-bell almost made me jump. | cringed. This was bodily torture. This was just so not 
fair. | closed my eyes hard, then opened them. | stretched and lifted my head, ready to face whatever Fate 
took a fancy to dealing out to me. | pushed my finger hard against Adrian's lips and gave him a long, 


determined look. 
"Ill just see who | have to get rid of. Takes one second. Ok?" 


| walked determinedly to the front door, ready to make short shrift of any wannabe visitor. Then my heart 


sank into my pants. | closed my eyes. This was just so unfair. So unfair. 


Behind the still closed front door, | heard a well-known voice: "Are you gonna let me in, or what?" Sometimes, | 


just hated Arry. 


